BY ORDER  OF  THE  SHAH

five thousand feet above sea-level. We wiped the sweat
from our eyes and awoke to the view.

"If the world had no Isfahan, the World Creator would
have no world/5 murmured Rumi. "But although the
city is the Paradise of Luxury, there ought to be no
Isfahanis in it."

We made a slow tour around the flat roof, noting the
original wooden scaffolding, protruding as it did in most
old Iranian buildings; with the slight difference that the
roof was tiled with square bricks. We noticed many roofs
with a top dressing of mud, whereon grass sprang in pro-
fusion, causing a whole village to look from above like a
garden. Rumi told us of a traveller who, riding his horse
down a steep hill, did not remark the difference and rode
straight through the roof, falling upon a family celebrating
the marriage of their eldest son.

Directly opposite the AH Qapu, across the Royal Square,
was the Mosque of Sheikh Lutfullah, in splints when we
saw it.

"Sheikh Lutfullah,55 volunteered Rumi, "was like one
of your bishops. He was a learned Mullah at the time of
Shah Abbas, when his mosque was private for the ladies
and families of the Shah.55

Covered bazaars extended to right and left of the main
entrance, in front of which stood, of course, a pool. Im-
mediately within the doorway, an iron grille in the floor
afforded light to the crypt below. Fine tiles adorned the
walls.

Spiral tiling framed mosaic panels in the central hall,
offering a problem as to how they were baked in one piece.
No join could be discovered. Some of the tiles were less
than two hundred years old, because of the introduction
of a pink motif; for the art of pink colouring was not dis-
covered until the eighteenth century. The roof was being
repaired. In the central chamber lay the paraphernalia.
Upon the floor stood a wooden structure shaped like an
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